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Editor’s Note 


When £x Umbra first began, it was the Literary Magazine of 
North Carolina College at Durham. While the university has 
undergone a few name changes, 39 years later Ex Umbra is still 
holding strong. That is quite an accomplishment. 


In 1965, the Ex Umbra’s first student editor, John Clemons, and 
his staff set out to make this magazine an integral part of 
college life here at NCCU. They were confident that this 
college brimmed with the untapped voices of poets and artists 
who only needed an outlet to let their talents shine. Since then, 
39 volumes of the Ex Umbra have been published, chronicling 
the artistic history of the school and filled with the best creative 
writing NCCU has to offer. I hope those first authors and 
editors are proud of what the Ex Umbra has become. 


When J accepted the position of editor of the Ex Umbra, I had 
no idea how much joy (and anxiety) it would bring to my life. 
This volume has taken my blood, sweat, and tears, but has given 
me something more priceless in return: the opportunity to watch 


Eagles soar. 


Iadmit, in the beginning, submissions were slow, but when the 
deadline approached, I was flooded with more work than I 
could handle. This was a wonderful “problem” to have, so, first 


ill 
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and foremost, I would like to thank all of you who submitted to 
the Ex Umbra; it is your voices and visions that fill these pages. 


I would also like to offer a special thanks to former editor, 
Jeannette Jackson, for giving this make-shift poet a chance, and 
to Dr. Williams for seeing the invisible potential in me and 
helping it flourish. A very heartfelt thank you goes out to 
Chancellor James Ammons who stepped in and saved the Ex 
Umbra when it looked as if its light would be extinguished. 
And thank you Shirlette, for the interview and the poem, you’re 
a life saver (truly). 


A special thanks goes to Tonya Evans Waller for being the first 
to submit artwork, and to Christopher Pendleton for giving me 
more stories than I could print (you both helped ease my 
anxiety). Again, I would like to thank everyone who submitted 
poetry, short stories and artwork. You are the true genius 
behind this magazine; I just type. 


I now invite you to step into the light. 


Angela N. Haile 
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You Say You Love Me 


You say you love me 

How do I know it’s true? 

You say you love me 

Yet, it’s not evident in what you do. 


You know I love you 

Your smallest problem is mine. 
You know I love you 

My words to you are soft and kind. 


I know I love you 

Whether or not you can truly love me. 
I know I love you 

Even if you won’t believe in me. 


I believe you love me 
I really do. 

I believe you love me 
I just hope it’s true. 


Eboni L. McCollum 
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A Tribute 


Painful torrential tears gush down my face 
When far from home, I hear JK is gone. 
Father, Teacher, and Preacher 

Has gone home 

To his Father, Teacher, and Healer. 


The choirs of Achimota, Winneba, and Komenda 
Bid you, JK, harmonious farewell. 

Students, Comrades, and Friends 

Wish you a peaceful rest. 


Aku and the Assanettes 

Cherish the memory of your life and love. 
Awa, far from home, 

Prays you live joyfully in your eternal HOME. 


Margaret E. Salifu 
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You Have a Friend in Me 


Pll always be there for you without thinking twice. 
Becoming one of the most important people in your life. 
Someone you can count on no matter the time of day. 
Always offering you the best of me in my own unique way. 
Pll be your eyes when you can’t see straight 
Concentrate on the love with no knowledge of hate. 
Give the word friendship a whole new meaning 

Prove my loyalty can take the place of your dreaming. 
Show you that I will be there for you until the very end 
As I demonstrate the example of a true friend. 

Never question the special feelings I have for you 

I'll be your shadow regardless of what you do. 

Whether you need me or not, I'll be there 

Even when it looks like nobody else seems to care. 

Put your trust in me; I won’t let you down 

’ll be your float before PII let you drown. 

We were brought in each other’s lives for a reason 
We’re friends for life, there for every season. 

If you open your eyes, you’ll be able to see 

That you have a lifelong friend in me. 


Shawn Bell 
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Unbreakable 


Then 

Hundreds of years of oppression through slavery 
Sold and treated as less than human 
Deprogrammed family structure 

We were not broken 


Now 

Government sanctioned housing 

Drugs brought into our community 
“Police” patrolling, watching, gathering 
Our young men 

AIDS 

We are not broken 


Forever 

Resilience is our backbone 
Weare strength 
Unbreakable 

The Original People 

Can NOT be broken 


Angela Brown 
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The Times 


Brilliant, Provocative, Insightful 
It’s the New York Times 
Past, Present, Future 
It’s My Time 
No money, no food, no heat in the dead of winter 
It’s Hard Times 
Lace up your kicks, stretch, get hype 
It’s Game Time 
Finals around the corner, gotta study ten chapters in two days 
It’s Crunch Time 
Water gun fights, ball in the park, and practical jokes 
It’s Fun Time 
Night work, gun in the waist, dope in Girbaud pockets 
It’s Hustl’n Time 
Working six hours. Stop. Eat a Kit-Kat 
It’s Break Time 
Losing the ones you love 
It’s Tough Times 
Me being with you 
It’s Good Times 


Josh Benjamin 
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When the Gypsy Paralyzed Vlasov 


Vlasov was a Russian Jew who was actually American and born 
to parents that every so often attended the Greater Rock Creek 
Friendship Baptist Church. However, Vlasov had no idea about 
this nor did he know that his real parents, Frank and Tina 
McMurthy, put him up for adoption because he was born one 
year too early. 


You see, Frank and Tina had a set schedule. They may have 
been engaged when Tina became pregnant, but they had to have 
one year to themselves prior to having any children. They 
needed to see the world and feel like they’d lived before 
sacrificing their lives for another. Ironically, they rarely left 
their town or even made it past Fairfield county. 


Frank thought of abortion, but Tina, thinking that it was cruel, 
decided that it was in the best interest of the baby to simply put 
it up for adoption. And so it was that Vlasov was born and 
immediately adopted by two awaiting parents, Kuzma and 
Galina Konstantinovich. Kuzma and Galina had never met 
Frank and Tina McMurthy, and the only common ground they 
would ever share would be Vlasov. But Frank and Tina would 
never meet him because they would never have any inclination 
that they had a son in the world named Vlasov Konstantinovich. 
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Later in life, Frank would wonder what ever happened to his 
son. He imagined that Cody, what Frank had named him for the 
sake of daydreaming while using the bathroom at work, was 
about to graduate from highschool and had, maybe, nailed a 
cheerleader or two along the way; a real heartbreaker like his 
old man. It should be remembered that Frank and Tina only 
occasionally attend the Greater Rook Creek Friendship Church. 


Vlasov lived in Washington, DC with his parents. They had 
thought about New York, but since so much of the Russian 
mafia had franchised to the “Big Apple,” they decided to go to 
the nation’s capital instead. Vlasov never knew much other 
than life in DC. He liked it, the churches and the architecture 
being at the top of his list. He also found the embassies to be 
quite odd. What purpose would one country having a building 
in another country serve? What was the use? 


He would think about that some, but most of all, he would rate 
the embassies by the order of their appearance. He hoped to 
one day visit the countries of those he liked. Vlasov’s main 
passions were going to the National Cathedral and then to the 
movies. Vlasov was a Russian Jew and most Russian Jews do 
not go to the National Cathedral, since it is a monstrously large 
Episcopal Cathedral. However, Vlasov was not your normal 
Russian Jew, as he was purely an American Baptist named 


Cody McMurthy. 
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He loved the massive strength of stone and stained glass. 
Inside, the sermon was always a taped monotone whisper by a 
beautifully hypnotic female voice. 


The only time you could break the trance was when the tape ran 
out and you could hear the stop button snap and the tape being 
flipped. It was all very holy, and Vlasov loved holy things, as 
he did the movies. 


Vlasov’s parents didn’t mind his lack of interest in Judaism, as 
most teenagers have the tendency to leave religion in order to 
come back on their own. They knew that this was America, and 
in America, people have freedom. They believed in Vlasov and 
gave him his space. However, Vlasov never told them that he 
would not be returning to Judaism. After all, he lacked the 
ability to grow facial hair, and if he wanted to ever be like the 


elders of the church, it would seem that facial hair was a 
necessity. 


This facial hair fact also gave Vlasov the inclination that he 
may not be who he thought he was, or at, least he felt different. 
His parents would explain to him that all adolescents have these 
thoughts, especially in America, where the word “adolescent” 
has been embraced. Vlasov did feel different, and the fact that 
he genetically did not appear malnourished and had blonde hair 
where his entire family was extremely thin and blackly bearded 
would also be of some concern to him. Of course, this is all 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 40 


until the gypsy paralyzed him. Now, he only feels different by 
not having the use of his lower apertures. 


It was a Friday night when Vlasov felt his legs for the last time. 
He was in the process of doing what he did most every night. 
This was going to the theater district, stealing a purse, and then 
using the money to go to the movies. You see, Vlasov was 
poor, as most Russian Jews in DC are. To add validity, it’s 
common knowledge that most Jews are rich. To add further 
validity, most Russian Jews are not. However, most make up 
for their lack of finances with culture and tradition. 


Vlasov could speak Russian and knew as much as any teenager 
did about Judaism, but he didn’t like it. Well, he didn’t mind 
it. The point is that Vlasov was bored. His night would consist 
of picking out an overly wealthy woman and stealing her purse. 
Vlasov knew that most women extremely well dressed at the 
theater usually had a “show purse,” which only had in it 
lipstick, maybe a tampon, and a few bucks. 


Vlasov would shove the cash in his pocket and dump the purse. 
With the money he would go to the movies. Vlasov was bored 
with life and felt a voided longing to do more. He would watch 
movies over and over, studying them. He wanted a life like 


what he saw in them. 


He didn’t understand it. Why couldn’t anyone do that? Why did 
he have to be where he was, while others were doing what he 
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saw on the screen? He knew that they were just movies, but 
some were inspired by true stories. Why couldn’t he have one 
of those stories? Vlasov’s favorite movie was a period film 
about a wartime aviator who missed his redheaded girlfriend 
back home. In fact, Vlasov skipped going to the movies for 
three weeks in order to buy a leather flight jacket that he wore 
religiously. It was a replica World War II bomber jacket with 
the patches and all. However, since Vlasov had the jacket, he 
was now in the process of going to the movies again. 


That night in particular, he was planning on seeing a whimsical 
film about two nuns who pose as detectives to crack a 
kidnaping case. Vlasov wasn’t too excited about it, but he 
would see it nonetheless. That is, if the gypsy didn’t paralyze 
him first. 


She didn’t mind being called a gypsy due to her being a gypsy 
for so long and her continuing to be one to this day. She was a 
performer and turned a small traveling variety act in Europe 
into something of an upper class private circus. An American 
painter happened to catch their afternoon show outside of 
Switzerland in a small village that’s name seems to consistently 
slip people’s minds. 


He was very famous for painting gnomes riding frogs and 
carrying acorns. He was in Europe doing research, not on 
gnomes, but on landscapes, as it is said that gnomes do not 
exist. So it was that the painter thought the show was magical 
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in its innocence, and he paid for them to perform on his estate 
which had obtrusive fountains with statues of lily pads and 
gnomes sleeping on them. 


All the important people of the important part of America’s 
educated upper crust immediately fell in love with the show, 
and the gypsy was instantaneously a successfully overpaid 
addition to all that’s important. However, although she had 
been in the states for years now and was long retired, she still 
felt like she was on vacation. She still thought that one day she 
would return to Europe, at least to die. 


It was Friday night and her son-in-law had bought her and her 
daughter tickets to a musical about a happy group of gypsies 
that, she thought, sung entirely too much for actual gypsies. 
She knew her son-in-law meant well, but he was just another 
overgrown child of overgrown children who happened to be 
born into wealth. He was nice to her daughter and that was the 
only thing that kept her from doing magic on him. The gypsy 
didn’t believe in magic, most gypsies don’t, but still she’s a 
gypsy and that means something. 


It was intermission and she was outside smoking one of her 
hand rolled cigarettes. Her daughter was not present, as she 
was trying to discourage her mother’s habit. The gypsy had a 
glass eye that was a deterrent enough for her to stop somking, 
as the smoke would tend to dry out the eye and sometimes fog 


it: 
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The smoke fogging the eye didn’t mean much to the gypsy as it 
didn’t hinder her from seeing through the glass eye. What did 
hinder her from seeing though the glass eye is the fact that 
people can’t see with glass eyes; they don’t provide vision, only 
the appearance of it to others. What did bother the gypsy was 
that the smoke would dry out the glass eye and make it irritate 
the socket. However, the gypsy, like all gypsies, enjoyed a 
good smoke. 


Various groups were strewn along the steps of the giant, white 
theater with its thick columns and center statue of a 
Shakespearean actor holding a sword. The gypsy was by 
herself. She wore a long, red dress that looked like one piece of 
fabric tightly wrapped around her body in such a way that it 
accented her feminine curves. It must be said here that this is 
not a trait commonly found in older gypsies, but the glass eye 
is common. This is when she saw him with her good eye, or 
that is, her only eye. 


A young blonde solider was darting through the crowd. She 
had been in these types of situations before, and she read in the 
soldier’s eyes that he was looking at her. As he drew near, in 
one motion, she slipped her hand in her purse and pulled out a 
tiny, silver pocket knife, the blade no longer than one-inch and 
dull. She flicked the blade up with one snap of her thumb, and 
it all happened in an instant. 
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The soldier grabbed her purse from her, as she in turn, 
awkwardly poked him once in the back of the waist. She was 
a gypsy that had actually made a living as a gypsy, so she surely 
knew just where and how to poke someone with the tiny blade 
of a miniature pocketknife. A gypsy with one eye is lethal, and 
itis lucky for Vlasov, because a gypsy with both eyes is deadly. 
Vlasov felt her kick him in the back. He thought she must have 
been wearing very large-heeled shoes, as the impact carried 
with it a sharp sting. He could hear the commotion behind him, 
but kept running toward the Cineplex. Vlasov knew that 
eventually the noise would die down from the distance then he 
could start walking. 


He did notice that he was growing out of breath. Viasov found 
it odd due to the fact that he’d run much further at a full sprint 
without that type of heavy breathing. He slowed down and 
found that his back felt thick with iron or some type of metal. 
It was heavy. He pocketed the cash out of the purse and tossed 
it as he slowed down to a walk. He could now see the movie 


theater. 


It was still hard to breathe and his back continued to throb. He 
rubbed his hand over it and realized that it was wet. After more 
inspection, his hand was soaked with blood that had been 
shooting out of his back from the cut. It was literally darting 
out of every pulse. Vlasov’s heart began to race. His back was 
bleeding. He had been shot! Shot in the back! 
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He realized that he didn’t even hear the gun go off; perhaps 
there was a silencer. He didn’t know, and due to the bleeding, 
he didn’t really take the time to put the whole scenario together. 
He began to grow cold with sweat. People looked at Vlasov as 
he had been leaving a trail of blood behind him. A crowd was 
gathering as he stumbled toward the Cineplex. 


He felt dizzy and turned to the side of the Cineplex, leaning his 
back against the brick wall and eventually sliding to the ground. 
He sat there holding his back and fighting tears. People 
gathered around him. He could hear a siren coming. The last 
thing Vlasov saw was after he leaned down onto his side. 
Looking up, he saw the neon of the Cineplex with the night sky 
behind, black and flourescent pink. 


He heard the noise of people mixing with the distant thump of 
sound from the various movies being played just a wall away. 
Vlasov Konstantinovich, the Russian Jew, son of Kuzma and 
Galina Konstantinovich, and Cody McMurthy, son of Frank and 
Tina McMurthy, would slowly drift away at the movie theater 
before the siren would stop screeching. 


At the hospital, they would take out the tiny piece of dull knife 
blade delivered by the gypsy during intermission, and his spine 
would not recover. The function of his legs would be gone 
forever, as would his most private parts. Vlasov would never 
be able to bring Jewish Baptist children with a fondness of 
Episcopalian architecture into the world. 
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Instead, he would sit at home watching reruns of the movies he 
had once seen for free at the Cineplex. Vlasov kept the leather 
flight jacket, and a times he would pretend that he had an old 
war injury. He didn’t. He was paralyzed at the hands of a 
retired gypsy with a glass eye. It would be something he had to 
deal with, or not deal with. He preferred to just watch movies 
and crack his knuckles. 


Christopher Pendleton 
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Ellis 101 


The wrinkles that invade her face 

Emphasize the squint of her eyes that reminisce 
Conjure up this place 

Behind the eyes that offer knowledge 


Eclectic style 

Filled with wraps, shades, and flats 
And heels that have climbed mountains 
that were more than happenstance 

Past circumstances sometimes 
overcrowd what is now 


Wild energy that inspires 
Filled with dramatic gestures and inflections in her tone 
That whisper, waver, linger, and suddenly go silent 


And then she is gone. 


Erica J. Purkett 
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Oh, This Thing Called Love 


A 

Butterfly feeling, 

Causing stomach pains. 

Drums on my heart, 

Echoing all through my veins. 

Fire and desire in my soul 

Great is the passion that holds me. 

Hopelessly devoted to finding out what’s in store 

Indulged in these emotions like soldiers at war. 

Justice cannot be served between mind, body, and spirit 
Knowing not what you do to me is killing me softly. 
Longing for you... your touch, your kiss, your heart and your 
love. 

My mind is completely confused. Do you feel the same way | 
do? 

No one has ever made me feel this way. So emotionally 
perplexed and puzzled. 

Oh, what must I do with these miserable, yet desirable 
feelings I have for you? 

Passion, pain, Iam going insane. There go those butterfly 
feelings in my stomach again. This one 

Question I must ask again. Do you feel the same way I do? 


18 
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Restless is my mind, until I know for sure how you feel. 
Do you feel ... 

Something twisting your heart? Or a rush of blood flowing 
through your veins when I pass by? Or some... 

Thoughts of you and I together for all eternity? These 
feelings I have for you are hard to explain. An... 
Understanding mellow. I promise with all my heart that I 
will always be there by your side, my love. 

Verse by verse I sing songs of love, “I’m Wondering,” “Is 
Love Enough,” “Ill Be The One,” “Missing You.” 

Sie ei Cry.” 

Wanting and Waiting for your love and longing for your 
touch. How long will this go on? 

How long must my heart wait? 

X marks the spot where you’ll find my love. It all depends 
on your heart, if you will listen to it or not. Iam... 

Young and in love. Again, I am hopelessly devoted to you. 
My mind says forget him, my heart says don’t let go. 
Zillions of intense emotions crowding my soul. What will 
become of these feelings I have for you? 

I love you; let me know if you do too. 


Stephanie White 
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Heading Downtown 


Girl, let:mestell you, 

Those grades and your attitude can take you only so far. 

I know, though, that if the track you’re on right now 
continues to build itself through your words and actions, 
you're heading somewhere big...you’re heading downtown. 
Downtown, where the rich who pass through Detroit go and 
spend their time and money. 

I’m talking four star hotels, like the Atheneum. 

Staying in a suite with one of those Jacuzzi’s, and a big 
screen, plasma TV. 

Downtown, where the wealthy go to see operas at the Detroit 
Opera House, or see Mary J. sing her heart and lungs dry at 
the Fox early evening, and go 

to Greektown to gamble late night. 

Yeah, downtown Detroit is where you’ll be. 

Downtown, where the homeless struggle to survive 

the daily torments of their lives. 

Trying to find work just to fill, their already drug-filled veins, 
trying to find shelter just to cover, their bodies 

that were once covered with love. 

You'll be right there with them. 

I'm talking sleeping under Central Railroad, or living on the 


people mover. It just keeps going too...but never leaves 
Downtown. 
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Prostitution ain’t no joke either, 

“Cause once you’re on that crack, you 

better have a way to pay for it. 

Some of those dealers won’t take anything but money or your 
precious life, but by then, it won’t be so precious. 

Won’t be any lover boys like “T” to come and sweep you. 
Only guys with names like Bill or Joe...names you 

know are made up. 

You'll be there amongst the many others who turn towards 
the life of drugs and violence, who join gangs for protection, 
something that could have been provided 

by a loving family of four. 

At least you’ll be able to be somewhat famous; not only 
could you be on the news, but you could become a statistic 
just like many others who have died on the cold streets. 
Heading downtown... these are the rotted tracks around here. 
So keep on trailing on that track, girl, keep on. 

Downtown is right down the street. 

It’s a couple of bumps and potholes getting there, but it’s 
there...only if you’re really heading down that track. 


Moses Bell 
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Believe 


Believe in me. 

I was dead before I spoke 

Fashioned the heart before I felt 

Jumped in the puddle before the rain 

Danced the Macarena before I crawled 

Seen the shore before the horizon 

Walked the clouds before standing my ground. 


Believe anime) 

For I start my nights and end my days 

Lock doors before I find the key 

Accept rejection before embracing affection 
Grow bald before I age 

Descend before I rise 

Tarnish before I shine. 


Believe in me. 

Pm understood before questioning 

Find myself homeless before I’m hopeless 
I’m deported before I’m alienated 

Fight an addiction before I crave. 

Believe in me. 


Exnihilo 


Ay) 
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What Am I? 


What am I? 

Some people say I’m nice and kind. 

Others say I have a good heart. 

But, what am | ? 

I am the flower in a garden of weeds. 

I am an oyster in a bed of clams. 

Who am I? 

I can be a soft-spoken girl. 

I can be shy and timid. 

But, who am I? 

I am a loud and outspoken woman. 

I laugh in the face of danger. 

Where am [? 

I live in a poor but rich nation. 

I live amongst war, terrorism, and hostility. 
But, where am I? 

I am floating helplessly in a sea of stars. 
Trun freely down a mountain. 

Why am I? 

I might be a face in a world of shapeless masses. 
I might be a square peg that fits in a round hole. 
But why am I? 

I am here to bend and break rules. 


Tiffany Woods 
23 
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Interview with a Poet: Shirlette Ammons 


I had the opportunity to talk with Shirlette Ammons, a gifted 
poet and musician, at the NCCU Visiting Writer’s Series. I 
would like to thank her again for this interview. 


EX: When did you first begin to write poetry, and what 
inspired you? 

SA: [have had a love of words and creativity ever since I can 
remember. I am inspired by my surroundings, my 
observations, people and the actions that make us human. 
Everything that makes me wonder, and question, and sad, and 


happy, and fed-up, and called to action . . . the beauty of God- 
things. 


EX: How did you get published, and do you have any tips for 
the rest of us? 

SA: Stumphole was published by Big Drum Press and it was 
really a matter of being in the right place at the right time. 
There was a community of poets and artists who would 
attend this regular event called the “Cypher,” and I met my 
publisher, Frances Shabazz, through that community of folks. 
As far as tips go, I just say keep writing, study your craft and 
hone your skills. Share your work with folks who can offer 
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you critical feedback and be open to the suggestions they 
provide without sacrificing your voice. 


EX: Is it possible to make a career out of poetry? 
SA: I have yet to know. 


EX: Do you feel that to be good poets, we must read the 
works of others (famous and unsung)? 

SA: I feel to be good people we have to read the works that 
document our lives. We learn so much about ourselves 
through the written word. But as writers particularly, we 
develop an intimate relationship with our own voice by 
listening and digesting the voices of other writers. 


EX: What is your favorite poem? 

SA: I don’t know about words like “favorite,” but right now 
the poem that resonates with me when I think of where I am 
in my life is “Permittable Thunder,” by nickey finney. 


If you’d like to learn more about Shirlette Ammons, visit her 
website at www.stumphole.com. 


Interview by Angela N. Haile 
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The Test 


Nicole sat in the waiting room between two empty, white 
hard-backed chairs. The room was bright, mainly because the 
glow of the flourescent lights bounced off the freshly painted 
white walls. Nicole wore a light pink top with dark blue jeans 
and crisp, pink Timberlands. She had a gold ring on each 
finger, and four bracelets intertwined on her left wrist. Her 
pink, Jacob watch glittered on her right arm, while three gold 
chains hung from her thin neck. 

Her dark skin was bathed in body oil, making the bright 
room reflect her radiant complexion. Her jet black hair was 
slicked back with clear gel and fastened with a clear, rubber 
band. Her nails were cut square and filed down low, and had a 
glossy shine like they were freshly manicured. Her makeup was 
barely visible, except for the dark charcoal under her eyes and 
the glimmer of MAC Lip Gloss on her lips. Her Christian Dior 
purse lay in her lap, and her hands held the strap so tightly that 
her knuckles had turned white. 

The room was cold and quiet. The only sounds that could 
be heard were the receptionist’s firm plucks at the keyboard, the 


wall clocks ticking, and the tap of Nicole’s pink boots against 
the cold floor. 
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She had been tapping her foot for the past fifteen minutes. 
At first it was a slow and rhythmic beat. Now, it was sporadic 
and grew louder with each passing minute. The receptionist 
looked over at Nicole, and just briefly, she stopped the tapping. 
Nicole wanted to tell her that it was an involuntary movement, 
and that she had tried to stop fifteen minutes ago, but she 
couldn’t find her tongue. She wondered if she had left it with 
her virginity. 

It had been so long ago. A few seconds on the couch in 
the family room and it was over. Something she had held for 15 
years had been taken in a mere 5 seconds. However, that did 
not worry Nicole. She assumed that everyone lost their 
virginity sometime. And since she never really considered 
herself to be spiritual, to her, fornication was just another four 
syllable word that was better left to the dictionary and “church- 
going folk.” 

Yet Nicole couldn’t help but wonder how she got there? 
She was an honor student, had graduated at the top of her class, 
and had maintained a 3.89 GPA as a junior. She only tried 
weed once, and though she was old enough to drink, she had 
never seen the inside of a club, though many of her “friends” 
tried to persuade her to go to The Edge on Thursday nights. 

She had never been in a fight, skipped class, or got 
suspended from school. She’d never been pregnant or been 
involved with a married man. She was a good girl by all 
standards. So how was it that she was now in the waiting room 
of the women’s clinic waiting for her results from the HIV test 


she took two weeks ago? 
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As she sat there, she thought back to all of her sexual 
partners. She couldn’t help but laugh. All of them together 
couldn’t equal one good sexual experience. Yet, here she was 
facing life or death because he forgot the condom, and she was 
too “cute” to carry one. She wondered how she could believe 
that the word “boyfriend” was synonymous with the word 
“clean.” She wondered how she could have thrown her life 
away so carelessly, when one little latex condom would have 
protected her. 

The creek of the door opening startled Nicole out of her 
thoughts. A young, white woman with curly brown hair and 
unreadable eyes beckoned, ‘“‘Nicole James.”” As Nicole heard 
her name, she could feel her body go limp. As she walked to 
the door, her eyes glanced at the rack of pamphlets. They 
focused on one that read: In the United States, 2 out of 3 
women with HIV are African-American. 


Angela N. Haile 
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Poetry 


A poem is that perfect piece of artistry 

That comes to mind when I think of you 

The way the words flow from my lips 
Remind me of the way you walk 

So sensual is the rhythm of the poem 

It is as if your body is moving to the beat of my heart 
No matter the form, no matter how long 

That perfect piece always brings tranquility 
So now, I shall forever call you poetry 

I will sing your praise on every stage 

I will make haikus about your touch 

Dedicate couplets to your eyes 

Cinquains will be your voice 

Limericks, your kisses 

Your personality will shine through free verse 
Ballads will tell of your style 

I will slam about the way you make me feel 
You truly will be that perfect piece of artistry 
Poetry, I love you now and forever more 


Queen “RED” 
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The End 


As the bloody strings of a carcass play 

I hear a haunting melody 

My heart runs, but my body stays 

With the eyes of Medusa gazing over me, 

I listen to the rhapsody 

Death looms near like a vulture seeking its prey 
Demonic speeches of a once dead man are all I hear 
Rainbows of blood unleash the world’s greatest fear 
History repeats itself with countless bloodshed 
Everybody that tries to fight ends up dead 
Remembering the words of the denominator, 

We forget the words of the great numerator 

The unholy flag now flaps around the world 
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Red with blood, white with bones, and blue with humanity 


Destruction and evil are now the president 

And god of this earth 

Corrupting the few who try to remain loyal to the end 
As the world grows its last tree 

As humanity releases its last breath 

And as the Earth stops spinning on its axis 

We figure out the hard way that this is really the end. 


Christopher Leon Williams 
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Revolution 


The revolution will not be televised; it won’t be posted on the 
Internet, broadcast over the radio, shown in syndication, nor 
plastered over billboards. Yet the whole world will take up 
arms against the powers that be. 


We have to pick up the fight where Dr. Huey, Dr. King, and 
Minister X left off. We can’t let them hold us down. We 
have to rise to the top because that is what cream does. 


The revolution will not be televised; it won’t be posted on the 
Internet, broadcast over the radio, shown in syndication, nor 
plastered over billboards. Yet the message will be heard. 


We are not all gangstas and pimps or bitches and hoes. We 
don’t all wear du-rags for the hell of it. Some of us play 
Gershwin, while others love Hendricks. You can’t sell the 
hip-hop culture like you sell beef, $1.95 per pound. 


The revolution will not be televised; it won’t be posted on the 


Internet, broadcast over the radio, shown in syndication, nor 
plastered over billboards. However, all will soon know the 


truth. 


Lil’ Black Africa 
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The Truth Hurts 


Did you know that I was 

just simply going through the motions? 

Almost lying to myself 

Iam who I say I am...another unconditional lie. 

Keep God first, that’s what I believed 

Gotta rock that cross, I do believe and got the means. 

But when I took inventory of my life, my goals, and my faith 
God was not first on my list...He was almost last. 

And me, just the average Christian 

I knew of Christ, but a personal relationship, I knew not. 
In church every Sunday, that’s where you’d find me. 

But still I was just there, and was too blind to see His tears 
Too deaf to hear Him cry out for me. 

I mean, all He did was climb on the cross to die...for me. 
And all I had to show for my gratitude was the chain I bore 
on my chest and a part of the pew occupied, at best. 

I must’ve made you weep for me to dwell in your house. 
Flash around your death on my neck and label myself as your 
child, when all the while I’d never taken the time to know 
you...to love you. 

I'd rather give myself to people I could see. 
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To men who thoughtlessly tossed about my heart 
but then my eyes were too blind to see. 

Now that I know you, 

I can go through tomorrow with my head up. 
Now that I’ve experienced your power, 

I have been set free from the bondage of the world. 
And now this chain on my neck 

is a reminder of your love and grace. 

The battle has already ready been won, 

because the Lord gave His only son. 

No longer just a symbol or a fashion statement, 
But the gate to life, abundantly...eternally. 


Natasha Forney 
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Moving Locomotive 


The conductor makes the final call before departure. I 
am feeling apprehensive about this trip. This is not a trip, but 
ajourney. Not a journey, but a pilgrimage. 


I don’t know where they’re taking me. I don’t have to 
go. They can’t make me go. I won’t go. I wish my will were 
stronger. 


Maybe I'll get off at the next stop and not go the full 
distance. Maybe I won’t. This ride is long, lonely, and tiring. 


The engineer with no name drives too fast. As we 
speed around the snow-capped mountains, I dig my 
fingernails into the back of the chair in front of me. The 
velocity we are traveling is making me dizzy... but I stay. 


“T am tired of riding. Let me off this thing now! In 
fact, I want to drive.” I will tie the hands of the engineer and 
conductor with twine. I will take them for a ride they will 
never forget. They must go wherever I lead. 


Instead of riding through the deep, dry valleys, bitter, 


cold nights, and storm-ridden lands that seem eternal, we will 
relish in the warm, beautiful sunshine of the southwest. 
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Since I’ve been riding, I have heard nothing but the 
howling wind and the downpour of rain beating against my 
window. I want to end it. 


I want the sun to shine warmly on my face and the birds 
of the air to sing the sweet songs of a new day dawning. 


It is the direction of the engineer. I wish he would slow 
down and take a route that is more beautiful. This trip is not 
at all what I was expecting. 

If I could drive this thing, 


I would. 


Maybe I wouldn’t. 


Rhonda Gee-Wright 
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Golden Bronze 
Very sweet 
As golden 
Skin, as the rays, 
Of the sun 
Iam color 
Drenched in color 
Sweet caramel 
Tantalizing pecan 
Delectable, loveable, brown sugar 
Just call me a cookie 
I am a cookie. 
Golden bronze 
Skin 
As golden as the rays, 
As the sun 
I am color 
Pigmented skin 
Smoothed by the cocoa butter from mom’s secret cabinet 
Euphoniously coconut oil saturated 
Harmoniously almond oil drenched 
Melodiously sunflower oil soaked 
Smooth, silky, creamy 
Golden bronze, in color, 
Luscious 


Yolanda R. Whitted 
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When I Fall 


When I fall, I want you to pick me up. 

Motivate me, enlighten me, inspire me. 

When I fall, I want you to keep holding onto me. 

Keep me close to your heart, never let me go. 

When I fall, I want you to tell me everything will be all right. 
Tomorrow is another day...it gets better before it gets worse. 
When I fall, I want you to fight for me, 

pray for me, live for me. 

But, there are some questions I must now ask, 

to know if you are true: 

When I fall, will you be there? 

Can you handle a broken, black woman? 

Or will you find another and just string me along? 

When I fall, can I count on you through thick and thin? 
Ups and downs? 

But most importantly, when I fall, 

will you be there by my side? 

Because when you fall, I will feel it in my heart and soul. 
I will cry tears of blood because I feel your pain. 

1 would rather God take me first, then you, because if you 
ever fall...I will fall too! 


Teniqua A. Coates-Singh 
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Snow Day 


She pushed the “off” button, let the phone fall with her 
hand onto her lap, and laid her cheek against the other palm. 
She listened awhile to the sounds of a game filtering through 
the air duct, then rose and walked into the kitchen, replacing the 
phone into its cradle. “What else should I call it?” Isabella 
asked. Sarah hadn’t picked up the phone when her 
grandparents called. Isabella knew then that it must be the end 
of the school quarter, and wondered whether her parents knew 
by instinct, or, as Isabella imagined, her mother noted the date 
in the little square pocket calendar she kept in her brown leather 
purse, along with a pencil from her own mother’s stash of 
Eater-bunnied and valentined value-packs. The pencil was 
always worn, neither sharp nor dull, and it was always there 
when needed, like the fresh Kleenex and the box of Tic Tacs. 


She listened for the sounds of Sarah and only heard the 
game, louder, from the family room. It must be bad; she 
wouldn’t ask. She walked into the room, smiled a little at Sam, 
and went to the terrace window. The clouds were thicker and 
sterling gray. She touched her hand to the glass and released 
her breath; it was cold. “Did you hear the weather?” she asked, 


keeping her eyes on the clouds. 
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Sam said something; she assumed it was no. He was 
playing the video game she picked up earlier, hopefully, with 
the non-perishables. She laid her forehead against the pane, 
closed her eyes, and prayed. Hastily, she pulled up from the 
window and turned toward Sam. “What do you think? Will it 
snow?” Sam paused his game, rose to look through the window, 
and said “loads” as he sat down, having already resumed the 
game. 


Back in her room, she lifted the heavy literature book 
onto her lap. She consulted the contents page for the poem’s 
location she kept forgetting. Tomorrow would be Friday, and 
she wondered why she wasn’t eager to attend her favorite day 
of classes. She returned her focus to the pages, fingering the 
onionskin paper. 


It was as thin as the paper stored in the half-inch thick 
box that accompanied the carbon paper in her mother’s antique 
jelly cabinet where she kept her office supplies. Despite the 
laser printer and copier-fax machine that waited at Dad’s desk, 
her mother kept those faded boxes, along with her typewriter 
handy, but out of view. The day she fainted in junior high 
returned to Isabella, and she refocused her attention. 


Before the first bell, students crowded into the hot 
school lobby, where accordion gates kept them from the halls. 
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When Isabella returned from the faint, the office secretary 
asked her to call home. “Find out if anyone has candy,” her 
mother directed. “I’ll see you after school.” 


Isabella read half a stanza, closed the book, and went 
into the kitchen to cook the steak she wouldn’t be able to use if 
the power went out. 


After dinner, she tried agin to read, but drifted into 
another prayer; the children are so hopeful there will be a snow 
day, please let it snow. The door burst open, and her teenagers 
spilled into the room, calling dibs on the best spot to see the 
movie. Afterwards, everyone watched the meteorologist’s 
report intently. 


“Our area on the map is dark green. What’s the dark 
green mean?” 


“Tt’?s where they expect four to six inches,” Sarah replied 
with a bounce on the cushion. 


“Why is it dark green?” Sam wanted to know. “Dark 
green should stand for areas without snow, like uncovered 


grass.” 


“Go to bed! You are going to be awfully tired if they 
are wrong and you have to go to school tomorrow.” They 
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kissed and scooted, and Isabella turned off the light. Through 
the curtain she saw the street lamp, all alone in its hazy orb. 
She awoke as usual without the alarm she had stopped setting, 
and she knew. But, remembering Pope, she peeked through the 
curtain, then dropped back on her heel and left to make coffee. 
Awakening on time, she usually would have made pancakes or 
scrambled eggs, but she didn’t pull out the pan. Sam would 
have been up, bringing her the lunch box he always forgot to 
put in the kitchen and asking her how she’d slept. 


Because she let him stay up late, he wouldn’t appear 
before 7:30, fifteen minutes before his school bus arrived. 
Sarah, as usual, would wait until nine minutes before the bus 
arrived, timed precisely to allow maximum sleep with three 
minutes each for hair, makeup and a search for her key. Isabella 
rinsed out her cup and walked to the terrace window. Looking 
out, she tried not to feel misled (six inches!), but she really felt 
let down. She didn’t want to go to class. 


Sam rolled over to escape the light coming through his 
window and shook off the last bit of sock that remained on his 
foot. He slept some more until the city bus roared behind him, 
and he realized it was morning. The house was quiet, and he 
raised his arm above his head to pat around the headboard shelf 
for his glasses without having to move too much. 9:45 — sweet! 


42 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA_ 40 


He threw off his covers, happy it was late enough to call 
Jackson right away. 


They wanted to try out an old skateboard Sam had 
altered for the snow. He briefly returned again to the quiet; the 
cat hadn’t harassed him to get up. Heading to the bathroom, he 
passed the bulletin board and stopped to read his mom’s note: 
“Enjoy your snow day. [ll see you after school.” 


Jeannette Kamil 
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An English Major’s Bedtime Prayer at 3:14 a.m. 


Dear Lord, 

Thank you for finally letting me get that paper done for 
English 3310, or 3400... whichever one it was. 

Please let my grammar and punctuation be as advanced as it 
can be, and let my ‘work cited’ page fit 

the MLA format correctly. 

I proofread so many times that commas and periods will be 
dancing in my dreams, and I hope the verb tense agrees and 
helps the paper move along. 

Lord, please let the printer work in the lab; let it be full of 
paper and ink, and please let there be an empty seat. 

Please, Lord, don’t forget to wake me up on time, cause you 
know parking is hell (sorry Lord), and I don’t want to be late. 
My last request, Lord, before I fall into bed, is that you touch 
and anoint my professor’s mind, soul, and grading pen. 

Let each of these tools function as one while reading the 
paper I have worked so hard on. 

Let my work be pleasing in thine sight, so when it is my turn 
to graduate I won’t have to fight. 

Lord, thank you for the opportunity you have given me to be 
an English major at NCCU; but Dear Lord, please, hurry up 
and let this semester end soon. Amen. 


Sh’Myra L. Moore 
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Before He Was Old 


The world passes by. 

Fast it glides, but manages to stop at a lonely porch 

adorned with a rocking chair. 

It sits still, until its owner seats himself, 

rests his feet and smells the fresh air. 

He stops and stares at his visitor. 

He speaks and it responds, helping his memory recall the 
days when he used to run its streets ‘til dawn. 

But now, old age has put an end to those days, 

And it’s but a slow wait for the soul train to arrive. 

He smiles at the memories of his youth, when he was carefree 
about anything he would do. 

Rambunctious to the point of no control, especially the times 
when he swore that he was grown and had ample time for 
caring about himself and his dreams. 

But being so carefree made him careless. He squandered all 
his days trying to savor youth, and succeeded in believing he 
could keep track of the time, so he became an educated fool 
who put a meaningful life off for later. 

So now in retrospect, his life is like a wading pool, 

Shallow, unfulfilled, and absent in depth. 

He wishes now that he had not taken the time for minding the 
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waste that made such a waste of his mind. 

If he could recommit the time he would, but he knows he 
doesn’t have it any longer to claim. 

His brain is slow, and so rare are his moves and speech. 
Tired and weary, he finds it necessary to sleep a lot of the 
day, or rest as much as he can. 

Reeling, he struggles to stand up and he laughs—it wasn’t 
this hard when he was younger and faster with more energy, 
vitality, and zeal, but all of that is stuck in the past, 
Irretrievable, long gone, distant, and far. 

Thinking hard he resolves that he still has time for reaching 


his dreams, but his bones ache unbearably when he tries to 
Teac 


So he creeps 
Sluggishly back inside his home, 
As his visitor continues on down the road. 


D’Weston Haywood 
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Vanity 


She stares in the mirror 

“Look at me, look at me, 

I’m so pretty.” 

Her hair is Sunkist 

Long and golden 

Her skin is the color of caramel 

With the texture of silk 

Her eyes sparkle like emeralds 

And her voice is a love song. 

Many men desire to be her breath 

Just to touch her lips. 

She drops the mirror. 

She stares into its broken pieces and sees herself, 
Her hair is dirty with split ends, black and burned. 
Her skin is beaten, withered, and as tough as leather. 
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Her eyes are envy green, and her voice is deep and raspy. 


Her breath smells like death, 

and her lips are cracked and bloody. 
She stares into the broken mirror 
and sees herself. 


Josh Benjamin 
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Things Kept 


As I went through the box, 

I saw all of the things that I kept. 

The first time we met, all I had was a tube of lipstick and a 
napkin...but that’s how I got your number. 

That Friday night, we shared our first meal. 

You spent you first dollar on me...the receipt is still there. 
On our first holiday together you bought me a card that made 
me cry...I still have it. 

The first time we had argument I wrote in my journal about 
you...it is in the box too. 

Things kept. 

The time you bought that camera and we took pictures before 
I got my hair cut...they are still there. 

Out of all the things we’ve done, 

And all that we have shared, 

I will always have the memories of “our firsts” 

Because of things kept. 


Shareeka Mobley 
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Backbone 


It makes me a man 

And lets me know I can. 
Stronger than any stone 

I thank God for my backbone. 
When situations pop up 

And runneth over my cup. 

I know I can go on 

I thank God for my backbone. 
When I cannot stand 

And need a helping hand. 
When I am all alone 

I thank God for my backbone. 
I am always seeking more 

I have made it my life’s chore. 
I must let it be known 

I thank God for my backbone. 
Without it I was useless 

And everyday was a crisis,. 
However, one day He gave me a loan 
I thank God for my backbone. 


William Little 
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The Buyer 


On certain days, I see things differently. I think a little 
too much. I daydream about memories I’d been trying to forget. 
This seems to happen mostly when I’m driving, seeing the 
white and yellow lines push backwards and sometimes blur into 
one long line that leads to more of the same. IfI let the feeling 
go, it can get just a little out of hand. The scenery starts to get 
a hair crisper and the air a little grittier, almost like ’'m looking 
through a yellow lens. I’ve seen some movies filmed this way, 
but they’re always impotent to that feeling I get inside, the 
feeling of distance. This is how it was when I went to pick up 
Red just outside of Malburg County. Distance. 

It was pointless to remember Red in a softer light, like 
someone might do in a movie. They’d remember him in an 
easy black and white setting where he’s telling me some 
anecdote about his childhood, or maybe teaching me how to 
sock the ball into right field. The fact is that Red is now what 
he was then and it hasn’t been a time of games and stories, 
unless you ask Red. He’d tell you different, but that’s why Red 
is who he is. 

Aside from him trying to sell anything to anybody and 
striving at that low hanging dream of American riches that 
sways like a pendulum on a canvas that needs to be seen from 
afar, he’s my father. I’ve grown up now in age, but those 
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memories keep me young; not like a youth that philosophizes 
on himself and any truths you get at are just as mixed up as the 
person that taught you how to think that way. Dwelling on your 
past keeps you still and, even though you know it, you just can’t 
move, so everything keeps pushing on like those lines along the 
highway. Between Malburg County and Monroe County there’s 
a place of land that has a gas station and a diner. 

This place ain’t a city, and most people don’t even drive 
this way. They stick to the main roads like I-95. Old timers 
that sold and sell take this road and most eat at this diner. 
Red’s familiar with it, and I can’t tell you how many times I 
slept in the back of a Buick playing sick while he ate there, 
flirting with the young waitress that aged so fast she looks 
nearly dead today. 

She calls me every so often when Red eats over the 
amount of money in his wallet and begins to try to let her in on 
some of the profits he’s gonna get from the big score he’s 
selling that week. Red doesn’t sell other people’s products. 
Instead, he develops his own goods and services, which are 
always a little short of breaking some law. I don’t know all the 
laws, but there’s a few I can spout off without a second thought. 
Red ain’t crazy but he ain’t right and that’s what’s kept him 
going for so long, especially after my mother left him to move 
back to Florida It was hard, but he’s gonna keep the selling 
situation his way. After this much time, he’s molded a set of 
thinking that keeps him inches from a breakdown. 
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I don’t endorse his thinking, but at this point he’ll go 
crazy without it. The sun was heating up to noon by the time I 
ran over those lines and thought a few seconds about how I 
didn’t remember much of the ride there. I was too busy driving 
and thinking to pay attention to the actual details of the ride. 
The station was coated with thick oil and gas soot that would 
stick to anything it touched and had killed even the rocks in the 
parking lot. The diner had shrunk with the widening of the eyes 
that comes from seeing things outside the world of my youth. 
It was like a mobile home that had been dipped in cement and 
then someone chiseled away blocks of the corners and planted 
over the growth. I thought of when I used to pick up the cement 
slabs that rested under the gutter drains of our old house. 

I'd pick that thing up and see all the insects hiding from 
the sun. Some would scurry and others would just dig deeper. 
I could see Red in the window. He looked at me as I got out of 
the car and walked toward the place. He smiled like it was pure 
coincidence. I went in and sat at the booth. Red was toothy and 
flush in the face from being too tired for the last forty some 
years. 

“Hey, kiddo. How’re ya?” Red was authentic. He sold 
real well. 

“Oh, I’m doing fine. I hear that you’ve been eaten quite 
a bit today,” I said. 

“Yeah, I guess so. How are the kids?” asked Red. 


“They’re with Janet in Tucson. You got enough gas to 
get you home?” I asked. 
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“Oh, I don’t need no gas. Hot in Tucson.” He motioned 
for more coffee. 

“Hotter here,” I replied. 

“Dry heat there,” said Red. 

“Yeah, Pd take dry heat from this humid swamp any 
day,” I said. There was a preliminary talk that had to ensue 
prior to any type of directness. I’ve learned this. 

“Oh, it ain’t that bad. When you going west to be 
there?” Again, he was genuine. 

“You don’t remember asking me this before?” 

“What?” 

“Dad, I ain’t going west. I’m staying here.” 

“What about the kids?” 

“They’re better with Janet and her family then they’d 
ever be here.” 

“Maybe you’re right. Maybe so... Thank you dear.” 
The old lady that was young for about a day in her life warmed 
up his coffee and the remaining cream made it instantly pale. 
It was all old, the whole place. 

“So. What are you doing this week?” I asked. The sun 
was hitting my eyes. I wished I was wearing sun glasses or 
something, but I never had much need for those types twho 
wore them inside places. 

“Got my hands on some real nice machinery. Some old 
farm stuff that I put back together. Going to Jefferson’s place 
to see what I can get for ‘em.” 
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‘Dad, you don’t know nothing about no farm 
equipment. How would you repair it? Does Bill Parson know 
you’re coming?” 

“Screw ole’ Bill. He needs a good deal in this 
economy, and I’m gonna put it to him straight. As far as that 
machinery goes, I’m as good a fixer as any. It’s not a jet 
engine.” 

He looked hurt by this, so I let it go. ’ve learned that a 
seller doesn’t want to defend his pitch. He just wants to pitch 
it, so I let him. “So you got a hot diamond, huh?” I asked. 

“TI do, kiddo. I got it, and ’m gonna let it treat me 
right.” He began to sit up and straighten his stiff blue tie and 
put on his jacket. The elbows were fading, but he wore it like 
a silk robe and got all toothy again. “Ole’ Bill Parson’s gonna 
see what I can do and have to realize what his daddy did so long 
ago.” 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“That Red Simmons can see a gold mine before he sees 
the mountain.” 

“IT guess we’ ll see, dad.” 

“That’s so, kiddo. Look, you wanna swing by this 
weekend or...” He started to leave. 

“Listen, take this,” I said. 

“I don’t want your money.” 

“Just take it. Consider it...1 don’t know. I want part of 
that prize horse you’re selling.” It was the only way, and I 
knew it would work. It always had. He took the cash and put 
it in his inside jacket pocket. 
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“That’s my boy. I’ll let you know the details.” 

“I’m gonna get the bill. I think I’m gonna eat 
something,” I replied. 

“Alright, kiddo. I'll call you.” He waved to all like they 
knew him. They did, but only about as much as they knew 
themselves. 

“Be careful in that car. It’s on its last leo,” I said. 

“This weekend.” 

“Alright dad.” 

He left the place and hopped into his dilapidated Buick. 
I waited until he was out of sight, then paid the bill and left for 
some air. The more you’re in that place, the more you want to 
dig or scurry. 

I knew that I’d be back here a few more times until the 
old man died, most likely in his sleep. Sellers don’t die talking. 
Their heart may stop a few times, but at that age they don’t ever 
know it. When one’s your father, you’ve got to take everything 
they offer. That’s the thing about a seller; they'll sell you 
anything, but they won’t buy nothing. 


Christopher Pendleton 
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Amadou 


Up on one of the hills of the Gambia 
Toure held his son to the sky 
“Creator, let this manchild be blessed.” 
He gave the boy back to his mother 
Aminata took him and whispered to her child 
“Amadou, you will be great.” 


Amadou grew in strength and size 
and at seventeen was the most noted Wolof hunter 
but he was seized one night in a sudden raid 
and taken from the village of his birth 
his mother wept for her oldest child 
and told her God to watch over the boy 


Amadou became old in a foreign land 
his sweat and blood embedded in their earth 
the nation grew upon his back 
until his body succumbed to the call of death 
but Amadou’s seed carry his essence in their souls 
and his story in their eyes. 


Kay Jegede 
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Message to My Sisters of Africa 


To my African Sisters of America: 
We have forgotten who we are 

And to whom we belong. 

It seems to me that we feel as though we should be more 
American than African. 

My Sisters, 

Beauty is not white skin. 

It is not long hair. 

It is not blue eyes. 

It is not small, thin frames. 

My Sisters, 

African women are strong. 

They are thick. 

They are voluptuous. 

We have broad noses and kinky hair. 


We have brown skin of all shades (though we are all black). 


We are strong because we stand the test of time 


We are thick so that we can support our brothers. 
We have full lips so that the impact of our affection can be 
felt by the ones we love. 


Our curves, our noses, our bodies, every feature we have says 


“look at my beauty.” 


= 


OUT OF THE SHADOWS EX UMBRA 


We are Beautiful. 

ollie: 

Why do you desire to be like them, 
sweet daughters of Jehovah? 

Don’t you know they desire to be like us? 
They fill their lips with collagen. 

They fill their breasts with silicone. 
They bake themselves like turkeys. 
They tuck and pull, trying to create 

the figure you were born with. 

Love yourself because you are beautiful. 


Because every part of you was specially crafted by God. 


My sisters, love yourself, and others will too. 


Devin M. Sanders 
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Grandmother 


As I sit in the grass on a sunny day, 

I remember a time when you, grandma came up to visit... 
When you came, I was always excited, 

Your pockets, overflowing with candy and gifts. 

And no matter what I did, you never yelled. 

In your gray-green eyes, I could do no wrong. 

As I grew older, I valued our relationship even more. 

You were the one I called when no one else understood. 
Not judging me, or scolding me 

But listening and understanding, and giving me advice. 
When I was at my lowest, you were the one 

who made me smile. 

And then one day, you were gone...too soon. 

We got the phone call...I prayed you would pull through, but 
it just wasn’t meant to be...God wanted you back, so I gave 
back someone I wasn’t ready to lose...Our visit, a week to the 
day you collapsed, would be our last. 

But I have a lifetime of memories, 

lessons learned and stories told. 

All of which will forever be a part of me. 

Grandmother, you are truly missed, but not forgotten. 


Allison Threadgill 
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Hands Across My Skin 


The way that your hands move across my skin is like 
poetry...poetry to me. 

I interpret poetry without all the technicality. 

It’s a gust of wind that disturbs the comfort zone, 
stirring the emotions into an innermost passion. 

And when I think of you, I get that same reaction. 
The way your hands move across my skin...it’s so 
cool...makes me warm. 

Then suddenly your hand is followed by an arm. 
Your body speaks a language all its own. 

I translate very well. 

Your rhythm tells me stories, and I listen closely. 
How I love it when you talk that talk...speak to me! 
The way your hands move across my skin, 

I know that it’s only magic. 

You are the sorcerer and only you possess “‘it.” 
Girlfriends ask, “What is ‘it’?” “How does he do ‘that’?” 
But they will never understand, nor do they need to. 
Just know that throughout my days I long to have a 
conversation with you...can’t wait to share the eitS-4 slates 
and “those” with you... 

Now together as one, no longer as two. 


Sophia Mitchell 
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Daydreams 


I daydream to be in a perfect world, 

Where he’s my only man, and I’m his only girl. 
Where ‘I love you’ comes straight from the heart, 
And we conceive souls that will never part. 

Where making love is not a one night stand, 

And the face that I adore is the face of a real man. 

A place where we not only have a relationship, but a 
commitment, 

Where we don’t have arguments, but disagreements. 
A place of trust, not lust. 

A place of love, not shoves. 

A place where my heart can be set free, 

A place for me... 

Daydreams. 


Shay Richard 
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I Desire 


I have a desire...a fire that burns 

within me to control my own destiny. 

I choose where I go, what I do, 

who I see and answer to. 

I desire to shine, blind you with my tenacity. 

As you can see, I am willing to go the extra mile, 
never giving up, in, or out, 

for Iam God’s child. 

I desire to achieve strides that 

you cannot even imagine. 

I have a passion that you try to assassinate or playa hate. 
I was born from ancestors, Kings and Queens 

who have told me that I am the next Queen. 

I watch them build a bridge for my path 

that you try to uproot with your wrath, 

I desire to have an anointing spirit. 

Can’t you feel it and hear it in the 

words that I speak and write? 

I compose lyrics from my soul, the desire to be whole, 
complete, not having to compete 

because I am feminine. 

Not to mention the skin I’m in. 

Some would consider it a sin to be of dark sin... I say they 


desire to be me. 
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Free from all the negativity of my enemies 

who are really my acquaintances. 

You see I have the desire to formulate 

their doubts of me into positive attributes from my roots 
to their evil looks and dirty laughs 

which I will have the last of. 

I desire to love and be loved, not to judge or be judged. 
As I write this sermon of desires it becomes clear to me that 
my desires are aspirations and with dedication and 
determination I have an affirmation that I am what I speak 
and what I speak will be if I desire. 


Denettia Shaw 
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Alert 


ALERT, ALERT 

I am sorry to interrupt this relationship, 

But this is a message from your local weather station. 
Hurricane Confusion has been sighted, 

And indecision, conflict, and problems are quickly headed 
your way. 

Be Prepared... 

Strong winds of strife, over 80 mph, will be 

blowing your way. 

Make sure your resolution is strong enough 

to withstand these winds. 

Don’t forget about the torrential downpour 

of discord and disenchantment. 

Make sure you have the courage to last while the storm does 
its damage. 

Don’t be fooled by the “T’ in the middle of the storm. 
It is calm, but only for a moment. 

Make sure you have the strength 

to repair what is left behind. 

Warning, Warning 

Hurricane Confusion has just landed, 

Hope you are prepared. 


Angela Brown 
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Saturday 


Somewhere in the distance, 

Up where the clouds are high, 

Are my strongest, deepest dreams, 
and plans for my life. 


Though I cannot touch them, 
I look up and see their beauty. 
I believe in them, 


And go wherever they take me. 


Jennifer Sanders 
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You May Return 


You may now return to the darkness from which you came. 
Return to the pop, passed off as hip-hop. 

Return to the elementary lines they like 

to call freestyle rhymes. 

Return to your 106&Park, though Free and AJ couldn’t recite 
one verse of “Rapper’s Delight” 

Or tune in to MTV, as they try to tell us 

that 50 cent’s a real MC 

Or that Eminem isn’t really as racist as he seems. 

Let XXL tantalize your eyes with “Eye Candy” between lies. 
Watch re-runs of “Martin,” or “Living Single” in your dorm, 
Paying no attention to the fact that we are at war. 

You may now return to the club on Thursday nights, so you 
can give away for free what was given for a price 

to the first man who treats you half way nice. 

Go back to trying to cut everything in sight with no 
protection, then head to the clinic for that free injection, 
believing that it will cure that which is incurable. 

You may return to the Bursar’s Office, for your refund check 
and go blow it on throwbacks, knock-off Vuitton’s, and Steve 
Maddens, then start complaining that you don’t have money 
to buy books for all your classes. 
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You may return to jumping in cars with strangers, just 
because you can see your reflection in their rims, 

and their Jacob looks authentically made. 

You may return to wasting your time, going to classes you 
don’t even pay attention in, just to fail again, 

as if those loans will never have to be paid. 

You may return to cutting your eyes at every chick you think 
looks better than you—please don’t step your game up, just 
hate like you always do. 

You may return to your normal ways, sneaking men into 
Baynes, and dressing up on chicken Wednesday’s. 

Close this book and put it away beside the others that 
dropped knowledge you were too slow to pick up. But that’s 
okay, cause it don’t stop checks from getting cut. So... 

You may return to your regularly schedule life, 

already in progress. 


The Messenger 
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Ten Years Ago - A Cross Out Poem 


Ten years ago 

i found him 

swatting away 

at the blessings 

still stirring up business 

and although dead tired 

signing up for unknown destinations 
and subcontracting opportunities 
laying the foundation 

for extraordinary circumstances 
that would need editing 


Kay Jegede 
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